THE    MEMOIRS    OF
He came to his senses with a consciousness of a throbbing
head and a body aching in every bone, but when he tried to
rise., he found that he was securely tied down to the ground.
His struggles attracted the attention of a guard.
'Lie still and be damned to you/ said a menacing voice,,
*or you'll get another sock over the head that'll stop you
waking for ever I'
It was futile to struggle in any case,, so he lay still until
dawn, when he saw the desperadoes of the night sprawled
around him on the ground under an overhanging rock.
They slept late into the morning, when some of the men rose
and prepared a breakfast of tea, broiled meat and dough-
cakes., which they cooked on the spot. When the meal was
ready the whole gang of seven gathered round the fire, and
for the first time since they had so terribly intruded into his
life Rashleigh had an opportunity of observing them. They
looked as tough a gang of blackguards as could be found even
in a country largely populated by bound and free criminals.
Some of them still wore their tattered convict dress, and the
others wore an assortment of clothing which could only have
been stolen piecemeal. Their method of living thus in the
bush, the foul crime of last night, and their fully-armed state,
left no doubt in Rashleigh's mind but that he had fallen in
with one of those bands of bushrangers which for so long
were the terror of decent folk throughout New South Wales.
Why, he wondered, had they troubled to bring him away
with them? Why had not they killed him out of hand, and
thus prevented him for ever from playing the informer,
which was obviously their only danger from him? No one
spoke to him, and he dared not address them, since he had
learnt during that night of tragic phantasmagoria that un-
asked speech was indiscreet. Once they had finished break-
fast he was not left longer in doubts as to their intentions*
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